252	EAST AGAIN
I was awakened on the morning of Monday, September 2ist,
19315 by a flood of sunlight streaming into my bedroom. It had
been raining almost incessantly for weeks. I was at Nikko in a
most comfortable hotel and in the midst of delightful surround-
ings. That morning Japan was at her best, and Japan at her best
approaches Paradise. Beyond the sunlit garden of lawn and
rock and pool rose the mountains swathed in forest that glistened
and sparkled with the rain that had fallen. The beauty of the
scene held me entranced,
I hurried to my bath in order to get out as quickly as possible
into those gardens and woods, and in the sheer joy of life I sinned,
I sang in my bath—" The Lost Chord," if I remember right, not
because it was the kind of song that suited so cheerful a morning
but because its time and measure are particularly adapted to the
bath. In singing it there is plenty of time for the gasps in
between the words, as the cold water bursts over one's head and
the chill fluid flows down one's back. " It may be "—sponge,
a gasp and a shudder—" that Death's bright"—sponge, a
gasp and a shudder—" Angel will speak in that"—sponge, a
gasp and a shudder, " Chord again," and so on.
On my way back to my room I met the Japanese proprietor
of the hotel. He informed me that hostilities had broken out two
days earlier between China and Japan in Manchuria and that the
Japanese forces had occupied Mukden. That was the end of
singing for that morning. I realised all it might mean—war
in Asia and perhaps elsewhere—or at the least another period of
depression and anxiety.
A few minutes later a servant brought me the Tokyo news-
paper. In great headlines it announced, " England abandons
the Gold Standard. World's Markets Closed," Oh, why had
I sung in my bath !
I walked to the window and looked out. Across the little lawn
lay a pool of still water, so clear that every movement of its tiny
gold fish was clearly visible. Above, seated on a ledge of rock
was a life-sized figure of the Buddha, cut in a single stone—
mysterious and benign. He, at least, " The Great Teacher," was
beyond these worldly troubles. To him the Gold Standard was
a matter of supreme indifference. No war in Manchuria could
disturb his peace. Away above and beyond it all—he certainly
never sang in his bath.
As 1 looked in envy at the calm features of the stone image
.the whole world shook. The hotel with hideous creakings

